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with a red face and darting eyes. The mother shifted the
wooden yoke supporting her baskets from- one shoulder
to the other and watched the long-legged man from un-
der her brows, for she sensed that he was a spy.

"You devils ought to search our heads and not our
pockets," said a tall, curly-haired workman to the guards
who were feeling his clothes.

"Nothing but lice in your heads," answered one of the
guards.

"So go after the lice and leave us alone," retorted the
workman.

The spy shot him a swift glance and spat with dis-
gust.

"You might let me through," said the mother. "Can't
you see my back's about to break under this load?"

"Go on, go on!" cried the guard irritably. "Got to have
your say too, haven't you?"

When the mother reached her place, she set'her baskets
on the ground, wiped the sweat off her face and looked
round.

The two Gusev brothers, both of them mechanics, came
over to her.

"Got any pirogtt" asked Vasili, the elder of the two,
with a frown.

"Have some tomorrow," she replied.

This was the watchword. The faces of the brothers
lit up.

"Oh you mother-o-mine!" burst out Ivan.

Vasili squatted down to peep into the basket, and at
that moment a pack of leaflets found its way into the
breast of his jacket.

"Let's not go home, Ivan," he said in a loud voice.
"We'll buy dinner from her.'* As he spoke he thrust an-
other pack into his boot top. "Have to help out the new
peddler."

"Sure!" said Ivan with a laugh.

The mother glanced cautiously about.

"Soup! Hot noodles!" she cried.